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breeches to match and high spats, and he usually wore a
twin-peaked cap So regular were his walks through the
village that men knew when to expect him and activities
could be regulated accordingly 'Here come the Squire'* was
a warning that I often heard

I have said that even to a small urchin like myself he was
punctiliously polite, but one special instance remains in my
memory I was at Wbrtley Station one July morning on my
way to Ouseland to school when Shaw drove up with the
Squire who was going to London and thence to Norway
where he spent a month or so each year The local train
drew in and the stationmaster opened for him the door of a
first-class compartment But the Squire lingered at the door
and then beckoned to me, and for the six-mile journey I had
the indescribable luxury of a first-class seat He asked me
about myself and my small ambitions, and never once did he
attempt to question me about my father or village matters
We talked long about Scott, whose Fortunes of Nigel I happened
to have in my satchel, and at last when the train reached
Ouseland he told me to read all I could, whatever it was,
and then sort grain from chaff for myself Then he gave me
a shilling* All that was the mark of a kindly, understanding
man, and no wonder it was never in my mind to think of him
as a member of that tyrannic Tory clique whose removal was
the ultimate objective of our village revolutionaries

Finch was a widower with a son and a daughter Of the
son we saw little, though he was alluded to as Master Charles,
for he was away at school In those days it was only the sons
of squires and parsons who went from us to Public Schools,
for the sons of even the wealthiest farmers went to the school
in their village and then only rarely to a Grammar School in a
nearby town But young Charles Finch had a fine opinion of
himself and one day it received a rude shock

He was home on holiday and riding about the countryside
on his pony Happening to be at Bullen's Farm which lies
along a drift from the Harford road towards the Shopleigh
boundary, he tried a short cut by galloping his pony across
a field of com Bullen saw him and came running furiously
to head him off

*What the hell do you think you're doin?> And when
the pony stopped 'What are you doin on my larwP Who
are ye?'